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of little children being taken away in lorries, and
the torn fagades of blocks of houses which revealed
the whole misery of workmen's dwellings. Bombs
fell morning, noon, and night; on the Puerta del
Sol, the busiest plaza of the town ; on the Don Carlos
Hospital; on the palace of Liria, one of the most
famous museums in the city ; even on the cathedral
where Franco had declared that mass would be
celebrated upon his entry into Madrid. There are
days when the whole magical silhouette of the city
is obscured in gunpowder smoke, and nights when
it is entirely lit up as by Bengal lights.

In spite of all these horrors and although the
enemy is scarcely eight kilometres from the Puerta
del Sol, although the Fascists have dropped a basket
into the city containing the carved-up body of one
of our airmen, although death stalks everywhere,
life goes on without panic, and with a degree of
heroism that can scarcely be imagined.

Nobody thinks of surrender. In all the streets
and alleys the young people are building up barri-
cades. If the Fascists march into Madrid they will
find a city in ruins that will be defended so long as
there is a house left standing.
- But they will not march in ! The bestial cruelty
of these bombardments is an expression of their
impotent rage at our resistance. The proletariat of
Madrid realize that they are defending not only